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A Birthday Call 


Author's Notes: 
So this is in honor of James's birthday of course! | was kinda tired when | wrote it though, so sorry if it is 


pure shit. Hope you enjoy anyway! 


Somehow, two years had passed already. James could hardly believe it. Lars had always called on his birthday, 


even visited when he wasn't busy. 
But that was before their fight. 


Since then, their relationship had become strictly business, and they still avoided each other when they had to 
do band-related things. Though James had started out genuinely angry with Lars, he had gotten to where he 


only missed his best friend and the man he had once been in love with. 


Lars, however, seemed not to share James's feelings. Though James had begun to make attempts and moves 
toward making up with Lars, Lars ignored them. James had even gone so far as to apologize; still, Lars wouldn't 


accept. 


Eventually James had just given up. He hated to do that, as he still considered Lars to be his closest friend. He 
was the one who had gotten him through so many hard times in his life. James had never thought that Lars 
would be the cause of another hard time--one of the hardest yet. 

James didn't ever think that his birthday would be so depressing. But for two years, it had been. The idea of 
not hearing from Lars was hard for James to wrap his mind around. Both Kirk and Rob had stopped by briefly, 
and James put on a happy face for them, but they both knew. 

No matter what anyone else did, it wouldn't matter. James only wanted his friend back. 

All day, he got calls and texts from various people. Each time, he hoped it would be Lars. By the time it was 
almost midnight, though, he had lost hope. He'd settled for sitting alone on the couch with a piece of his 
leftover birthday cake, brought over by Kirk earlier that day. The house felt too empty, too cold; it had every 


day without Lars, but he especially noticed it now. The silence was unsettling, even two years later. 


James had started to drift off, still sitting on the couch, when his phone started to ring. He jolted a little at 


the sound and fumbled around for the phone, not even bothering to check who it was before answering. 


"Hello?" he asked sleepily, glancing at the clock, which read II:53. A little late for anyone to be calling. He had 
checked off nearly everyone on the list of usual birthday callers, too. 


"Hi, James." The voice was familiar to James, and it soon snapped him out of his sleepiness. 

That Danish accent was too distinct for James to forget: 

"Um, yeah?" James asked. He still tried not to believe it. He knew it must be too good to be true. 
"This is, ah, Lars, James." 


With that confirmation, James began to feel his heart beating out of his chest. "Lars?" His voice was tiny and 


uncertain. 


"Yeah, it's Lars. Listen, | was just calling to say happy birthday,” he said Though he sounded almost casual, 


there was still a hint of nervousness in his voice. 

"Um, thanks for remembering," James said softly. He was completely in shock that Lars had even called at all. 
"Well, | never forget your birthday, James." 

James stayed silent. He couldn't come up with a reply, and he was scared of saying something wrong. 


Lars finally spoke again. "Listen, 'm sorry for the past couple years. I've never just forgotten your birthday. 


Forgotten about you." His voice had gotten soft. "Will you come come outside?" He asked. 


James wasn't sure why Lars had asked that, but he did what he asked. It didn't take long for him to spot 


Lars's car. "What are you doing here? It's like four minutes until midnight," James said softly. 


Lars hung up the phone as he stepped out of his car. "Telling you happy birthday before its not your birthday 


anymore," he called, starting to walk slowly towards James's house. 


James soon found himself running out to meet Lars. When they finally met about halfway, James started to 


become unsure of himself. "So, um, hey," he said quietly. 
"James, | want to talk to you," Lars said. He was slightly out of breath. 
James looked up. "About what? You haven't really wanted to talk to me in a long time." 


Lars nodded. "Thats why I'm here. | want to tell you that I'm sorry. For everything. For the fight, for the 


ignoring you, for not forgiving you, just everything. I'm so, so sorry. | regret it all." 


James frowned and chewed on his bottom lip as he attempted to process all of it. "But-but you said you were 


over me. For good. Like, we aren't friends anymore," he mumbled. 


Lars sighed. "I'm sorry. | didn't mean that. | don't know why | said it. Or why I've been saying it. Sure, | was mad 
for a while. But now | just miss you." 


"le been waiting to hear that for almost two years, Lars," James whispered. Though he tried to resist it, he 
was feeling the beginning of a lump in his throat. 


Lars nodded. "I know. I'm sorry its taken me so long." 


James looked down so that Lars wouldn't see him tearing up. "I missed you a lot, Lars." His voice was quiet and 


shaky. 


‘| missed you too. And James?" He waited until James's eyes met his. "I never stopped loving you. Not even 


after what happened to us," Lars said quietly. 


James's eyes were shining with tears now. There was no hiding it. "I still love you too," he mumbled, and soon 
the tears were falling freely from his eyes. He looked back down to avoid Lars's stare; those green eyes could 


pierce right through him. 


Soon, Lars's arms, just as warm and welcoming as they'd always been before, were wrapped around James. 
James leaned against the smaller man, and wrapped his own arms around him tightly. He soon realized he was 


squeezing hard--holding onto him like he would lose him again. 


"Lars, please don't leave me again. Please. You promised me you'd never leave. You promised. | need you." James 


was sobbing. Soon Lars was up in the air, as James was holding him up now. 


| won't leave you, Jamie. I'm staying. I'm so sorry. | love you." Lars felt his own tears welling up as he slid his 


hands up to hold James's face. 

"| love you, Lars," James whispered, and only seconds later, their lips had connected. James's mouth soon found 
Lars's ears and neck, and through his now-soft weeping, he kissed him all over. He tried to savor each and 
every quiet moan and sigh Lars gave, still desperately afraid of losing him. But holding him, smelling him, 
tasting him, it was all beginning to bring back his trust in Lars. 


James finally had to set Lars down, and when he did, they were both breathless. "Um, Lars?" James's voice 


was shy and quiet. 

"Huh?" Lars still sounded distant. He was panting softly. 

"You want to come inside?" James asked softly. 

Lars smiled. "I'd love to," he replied. James smiled back and took his hand as they walked in together. 

A while later, after a long talk between them, came the silence. A comfortable silence, one they'd often had 
together. James was the one who finally broke it. "Lars, what did you call me back when we were younger? 
When you'd let me lay in bed with you after | had a nightmare and you'd play with my hair until | could fall 
asleep." 

Lars smiled fondly at the memory of the Danish pet name he'd always used for James. "Min skat?" 

James nodded. "Yeah. That's it" He smiled at the memory of it. 

"My treasure. | love you," Lars whispered. He moved slightly closer to James. 


"I love you too," James replied. He gently laid his head in Lars's lap. 


"Happy birthday, min skat," Lars said quietly. He started to play with James's hair in the way he'd always loved, 
though it had become difficult; his hair was now short. 


"Thank you. You're the best present, Lars. You being here. Don't leave me anymore," James mumbled. He was 


getting sleepy, Lars knew. 


‘lm not leaving. l'm here. I'll always be here, James." Lars looked down at James and smiled. James smiled back, 


and soon, his eyelids fluttered shut. 


James was silent, and Lars soon noticed his breathing had evened out. Though his legs had fallen asleep and he 


was a little bit stuck, he couldn't have been happier. Though he had gone back and forth to and from James's 
house all night, he was glad he'd made the final decision to make the birthday call again once and for all. 


It was worth it to get back the person he had loved for so many years, even the past two. He was realizing 


that two years apart had made him fall even more in love with James. 


